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A Southern Woman's Views Upon the Re- 
sults of Emancipation — Slavery's Softer 
Side— The Irresponsible Younger Genera- 
tion of Negroes-The Black New Woman 
and the Servant-Girl Problem— The Hope 
of the Colored Race -"We Lub Dem 
Yankees; Dey'll Set Us Free" 


It is a reasonable belief with xrs South- 
erners -that it "was an overruling Providence 
"which took the savage Negro from centu- 
ries of horrible slavery, cannalbalism and 
Idolatry and placed him under the training 

of the chivalrlc Southern people, to the 
benefit of both races. We are much In 
debt to the toiling slave for his devotion to 
his master's Interests. We appreciate that 
he has been a powerful factor In develop- 
ing our Southland. The rice, sugar and 
cotton industries owe everything to his co- 
operation. The beneficent influence of the 
old slave 'was equally felt In the home life. 
Can we ever repay the sympathetic black 
mammy for her marvellous patience and 
gentleness? Wo are also grateful for the 
■wealth of weird and beautlfulAfricanmolo- 
dles In which the Negro has so wonderfully 
"Imbedded and preserved the Bible truths. 

On the other hand, is not the Negro great- 
ly In the Southerners* debt; and would 
there not be a better understanding all 
around if he realized It and publicly ex- 
pressed occaslonaHly a little loyalty to those 
who were and are his best friends? Did 
not our ancestors give him the language- 
no easy task with hordes of savages? Not 
only this, but they gave him the benefit of 
that personal contact which is always so 
necessary in every effort to uplift humani- 
ty, fnder the old regime the slaves were 
taught habits of Industry and many trades 
and tne arts of agriculture. Their masters 
fed and clothed them well, attended them 
faithfully in IHness. and succored them in 
eld age. Best of all. they were given, 
through hired white ministers, the precious 
Bible and regular religious teaching. That 
this is true is easily proved by the striking 
familiarity of all old ex-slaves with the 
Bible truths, and by their countless "spirit- 
uals" which are all founded upon Bible 
texts. Many of the % best Southern men 
were abohtlonists at heart, feeling slavery 
to be a burden of wrong, but they could 
not see "how. in justice to both races, they 
could rid themselves of the incubus. 

I buve been taught that every true South- 
era woman spent much of her life in minis- 
tering to the spiritual and bodily needs of 
those so singularly dependent upon her, 
within her small empire. These women 
were born to a heritage of peculiar respon- 
sfbility, and we. their children, should give 
them great honor for the noble way in 
which they fulfilled their difficult trust. 
Some day, wben the heavenly accounts are 
all drawn up and the whole truth Is 
known, there will be revealed the fact that 
the old slave days with all their abuses 
were the most unselfish, effective and far- 
reaching force for missionary good this 
world hn_<; ever known. There lives in Ken- 

turky an old mammy called "Aunty Wal- 
ker.** She once said to me: "ily master's 
niggers had slch a easy time we wuz called 
free niggers. I wuz proud o* beln' a Slave 
and wuz lamed to do ebcrytlng well. 
Slaves wuz jes like chllluns is nowadays, 
ef yer don't keep right ahine 'em, dey 
shirks dare wuk! Pat 's de way de nig- 
gers did soon as master's baok wuz turned I 
l>en "whenever de oberseer gib 'em a little 
techin' up. off -dey 'd trot and git along 
ober de Macy and Dixie line. Hit did n't 
taken 'em long ter flnk up a pack o' lies 
and make a big. toig mouf 'bout how dey 
wuz beated and etarved down South — and 
chile, yo bean me? Ter knows deae Norven 
people Is Jes natully big "hearted and be- 
llevin*— : bee, hee — dey did n't know nuffin 
'bout how a nigger can't help lyln' like us 
does, and so dey b'lleve all de 3yln/ tales 
dem niggers tole 'em and do whole war 
come on jes* dis bean way. Honey, hit 's 
terrible to fink how de good masters and 
us good niggers bad ter suffer fer dem 
mazin' trlflin', lyin* niggers what had de 
debbll bisself fer dare fadder!" 

Convictions such as these are widespread 
among the old slaves still living. I have 
interviewed thousands of Negroes In vari- 
ous parts of the South; have through per- 
sonal contact all my life fathomed their 
Inmost thoughts, and I declare views as 
hero expressed are representative -of a large 
majority of former slaves. 

In Florida lives Aunt Susan. She is a 
native of "Virginia, and the greater part of 
her life was passed in that State. She 
looks aibout fifty years old though she Is 
really over ninety. This splendid old auntie 
patiently stands at the washtub all day 
long, rain or shine, under a rickety shed 
made of barrel staves and old shutters, 
held together by rope and discarded pieces 
of {harness. She ought to be in bed, so swol- 
len and painful are her ankles with rheu- 
matism. 

She was good enough to allow me to come 
many times to read to her from the Bible, 
and more than once her conversation natu- 
rally drifted into stories of her old planta- 
tion days. One rainy day I found her 
washing in the house, and after she had 
listened attentively to the reading of her 
pet story of "Noah and de flood," encourag- 
ing me with many an ejaculation of "Dat *s 
so, honey lamb, flats a true word. Bress 
de Lord!" 1 thought to draw her out, so I 
asked her if she worked harder in the old 
slavery days than now? This was enough 
to start ber. She instantly let the clothes 
drop into the tub, and wiping her shrivelled, 
whitened -hands upon her underskirt she 
began fiercely, "Wuk? You say wuk to me7 
3 wuz n't no flcl' hand! I wuz a house 
nigger, me myself. Didn't know what 
wuk wuz! Did n't know I wuz a slave till 
dem white folks come down heah and tole 
us "bout it. Gawd knows us wuz heaps 
mo* free dem days dan us Is now. Dese 
heah lazy, trlflin' niggers done bring all 
dis trouble on deyselvea!" I hero inquired 
what trouble she alluded to. She seemed 
to grow taller as she replied excitedly, 
"Trouble? Dis heah trouble of nabin' ter 
support dere own families. No nigger 
likes ter nab ter support bis own family- 
it's entirely agin nater. Niggers, dem 
day*, wuz jes tike us sees em goin* long 
now wid dor carryln's on. I'se nebber hab 
seed a good nigger whipped in all my life, 
and I "se nebber seed a bad one whipped 
eaough-1 Dat ain't bean nor dar, but dero 
ain't none ob us ole heads been rale hap- 
py since freedom broke outl" 

I ventured to ask ber if 'her husband was 
living. Sho fairly made me gasp when she 
innocently replied: "Not all ob 'urn, tank de 
Lawd! De white ladles fink dey 're habln' 
a power of trouble wid jes' one husband. 
Look at mo! Done bad four, and all mean 
niggers— no 'sputln dat fac\ De last one. 
Tobe, wuz do meanest one ob de lot, fo' 
jes' as soon as freedom broke out, ho ups 
and stole Jes nuff tor git in de Penetencher 
an' dar he Is ter dis day I reckon, settin 
up dar eating hisself fatter dan Br'er Pos- 
sum, Jes ter git shot of supportin* dem 
chllluns. Let me ax you sumpin\ chile. 
Look at me straight and tell me honest — 
now I guine ox yer a question." 

She tiptoed to the open door and looked 
■up and down the gallery to assure herself 
that no one was eavesdropping, then shut 
the door tight, and turned the key in the 
lock, and coming back to me stealthily, be- 
gan in a whisper. "Now tell me de trufe, 
chile; dere ain't nobody guine ter heah — 
only Gawd am a-lookin straight in yer 
heart. So tell me now honest: Did yo ebber 
see any man, specially any *oman, what 
was rale, I say rale happy married? 
Humph!" 

The poor old, simplo soul looked so in 
earnest, and with the door shut and feel- 
ing God was looking in my heart I was 
afraid to tell a story, so I boldly said under 
my brearh, "No, I never did, come to think 
about it." 

This evidently satisfied the old philoso- 
pher, as she drew a long breath and ex- 
claimed "Dat 's de trufe. Ter sho' tolo it 
dat time. Now you watch round and 
mind what I done tolo you. Gawd nebber 
'ten' no man, specially no 'oman, to bo rale 
happy married. Case fo' why? Case mar- 
riage am J**' a discipline, ho sends from 


heaven ter prepare us fer do next world 
(pointing below). "Same way 'bout chll- 
luns. People! Mo knows, fur me done had 
nineteen head o' chillun in the Lawd. 1 fol- 
lowed right along ahine ma mudder, sho 
had nineteen head for' me." 

"Aunt Susan," I asked: "Did you have 
good luck with your children?" 

Sho drew another long breath, and re- 
plied slowly and wearily, shaking her head, 
and looking up above. "No, honey, I neb- 
ber had no luck at all!" 

'•What; did they all die?" I inquired sym- 
pathetically. 

"Die?" she exclaimed fiercely. "Die? 
No, chile, dey all libbed— ebbery last hair 
and hide ob 'em libbed! I nebber— had— no 
—luck— at— all! I fink It's dis heah way 
'bout chllluns. When Gawd Almighty 
sends a nigger woman a big crop o' chil- 
lun de best ting Him kin do is ter harvest 
'em up in heaven, whar dare po' mudder 
knows dey is safe and out er harm's way. 
Des' look at my misery long o' chllluns. 
Dey all done gone bad since do Yankees 
turn 'em loose. De oldest, Jeems, wuz 
hung, de next one ought to have been, one 
ob de lot am In the penertencher, Sammy's 
In de calaboose In town now dis heah min- 
ute fur bein' drunk and 'orderly. My gals 
ain't like de gals used ter be— day married 
bad, and supportln' lazy niggers and rafts 
o' Chilians. Dem what ain't is too stuck 
up ter work out at a hones' Hffln' since 
dey lamed tor read and write. Dey nebber 
help dere old mudder! Not ebon Abo, 
what 's a porter on a Pullman train, neb- 
ber sends mo a picayune. I nebber gets a 
Lawd's cent." 

At this Juncturo an almost white mulatto 
boy of about eleven years of age came 
running in with grinning cheeks. Ho 
rushed up to the old woman and kissed her 
heartily. She gave his palet lock a jerk 
and pulled his head first up, then down, 
and said, "Whar 's all yo' manners dose 
days nohow? Curtsey to de lady— yo' 
heah?" Then changing her manner and 
tone to a caressing one. she kissed his in- 
jured head and said, soothingly: "Patrick 
Henry, you is cuttinly de best chile I got. 
Fotch de lady some oorn pone and butter- 
milk I done put up on de high shelf in do 
cupboard whar I know yer could n't find 
It. Dat 's a good boy. He 's de best chile 
I ebber had. Him is ma youngest baby." 

I said incredulously: "Why, Aunt Susan. 
he can't be your child! What makes you 
tell him such T' 

Here sho Interrupted mo as Patrick 
Henry made his exit in a handspring. 
"Hish, child, hlsh!" So I hlshed! "Don't 
say nuffln fo' him for Gawd's sako!" 

She wiped away a rising tear with her 
knuckles. "I '11 tell you how It wuz he 
oome ter be my last baby. Mandy Jano 
wuz sho' 'nufT my youngest baby, and sho 
wuz visiting back home, and, like all deso 
young niggers, sho would steal, and so sho 
tuk some money from a Yankee gentleman 
she wuz washln' fer, and when de sheriff 
come fer her her baby wus n't but one day 
Old. I had heahed him comin' in do front 
do' end had done step her off thoo de old 
cornfield and she dug out fer de Norf, and 
cose dere wusn't no body like Mandy libbed 
dare. I told him I jes' had a young baby, 
and I tuk her little baby and come down 
heah ter Fleurldy and passed it ofT fur ma 
very own." Her tears were falling fast 
and she shook with emotion. "Oh, don't 
say nuffln fo* him fur Gawd's sake: he fink 
I his onllest mammy— po" leetlc lamb — and 
he b'lleve he ma youngest baby— and do 
neighbors don't know no better. Pleaso 
don't nebber toll him de trufe," and I 
never told him. 

This glimpso into Aunt Susan's philoso- 
phy shows the position so many of tho old 
slaves take regarding tho new responsi- 
bilities thrust upon them. I have yet to 
find any old Negroes who will tell me they 
had a cruel master. It is always "some 
other Negro" they knew about! Indeed, 
I have been told all my life by ex-masters 
that in the slave days any men who mis- 
treated their slaves wero socially ostra- 
cized. Isolated examples of brutality only 
serve to bring Into stronger contrast tho 
great mass of Christian slave owners to 
whom cruelty or oppression was an impos- 
sibility. 

If onl5 ; those who talk and writo tho 
most upon the great "wrongs of the Negro 
race" could live South for a few years 
they would find their opinions quickly veer- 
ing around, and before long be thoroughly 
"reconstructed" Yankees. They would dis- 
cover chat tho self-respecting Negro who 
is industrious is treated with consideration 
and esteem, and that tho demand for efll- 
cient house servants and workmen far ex- 
ceeds the supply. Our Southern housekeep- 
ers do not yet receive the benefits of tho 
Negro's education, which we so largely 
pay for— nor direct results 60 far as trained 
house service is concerned. As a rule the 
graduate of a colored college firs herself 
to teach or nurse or for some other profes- 
sion, and usually moves North. The only 
outcome we see Is the lamentable stato of 
affairs that we cannot build up any more 
the restful. Ideal homes our mothers and 
grandmothers did, because wo cannot have 
the faithful nurses and cooks they hod. 
Now every mistress of a home spends her 
wholo life In teaching unwilling colored 
women to do housework, only to have them 
fail the first time company comes or some- 
one is taken ill. 

We Southerners are not strong enough 
to do our own work, nor have wo the 
knowledge or system. So we have to sub- 
mit to trials and vexations our Northern 
sisters would not tolerate. Slavery days 
are not over for Southern mistresses so 
long as we can't wash a handkerchief clean 
to save our lives! The chronic complaint 
all over the South is "No girl," and hero 
we see thousands of sickly mistresses 
whereas our mothers were robust and able 
to rear large, happy and healthy families 
and so live out their own best selves. Ask 
any Southerner if he does not know person- 
ally of several small towns whore there 
are hundreds of idle colored girls, while 
people all about are trying In vain to in- 
duce them to work. They seem to con- 
sider themselves above menial work. How 
some of them live is a sad mystery. Once 
in a small town, after doing my own work 
for a little while, I became so exhausted 
that I felt desperate enough to offer tho 
first sable goddess I'd meet to glvo her 
vocal lessons and to throw in the use of 
piano and the parlor for receiving her 

At last I secured a high-stepping maid. 
who, after putting enough questions to mo 
to satisfy the greedy census man, said to 
me loftily. "Well. I U come try you for a 
■wok if you'll promise to only have one 
tablecloth in wash a week, for Dr. P. says 
I 'm weak in my arms; and I can't wash 
your windows, for I belong to tho Union 
League." This meant I was to wash tho 
windows, which I meekly did. and at least 
got the corners clean, which sho could 
never have done! I engaged her to rest 
my body, and after a week of her impu- 
dence and airs I discharged her in a hurry 
to rest my mind. Our "brother in black" 
Is free— but as for the poor sister in white, 
she is yet to bo liberated. 

Mrs. S. lives in Massachusetts and writes 
a great many fine papers upon the op- 
pression of the Negro for her missionary 
society, and recently she has gone to North 
Carolina to. live. In four weeks sho has 
tried eight cooks, and if one may read be- 
tween the lines In her interesting letters 
to me her views are slowly changing. She 
once said to me, "It 's the way you South- 
ern people treated them that makes them 
steal so, and makes them such bad ser- 
vants." I replied: "A leopard cannot 
change his spots." She retorted: "Tho 
spots, it there are any, were put in during 
the degradation of slavery," and I warmly 
answered: "Wo know they were dyed deep 
way back in Africa I and besides they were 
In worse slavery before coming to us." 

But let 's see her progress. In her next 
letter sho frankly rehearses all her griev- 
ances to me as if she were tho first wh te 
victim the up-to-date Negro servant had 
ever subjugated! I consider her very un- 
reasonable and exacting. "Why she even 
objects to the cook's carrying home a 
basketful of provisions every night She 
would be tt stingy colored mother who 
would let "de ton head o' chillun starve 
Ldo Lawd done sent her"! My friend is sur- 


prised that the kitchen is filled with the 
cook's friends at every meal time! Does 
sho want her cook to continue to dispense 
Southern hospitality? Sho seemed greatly 
shocked because her poultry, scissors and 
underskirts keep disappearing! Now, any 
Southerner of good traditions expects cer- 
tain Negroes to be Socialists as regards 
chickens and food, and scissors and mell- 
cine and underskirts. In fact, they like 
to share almost everything in common! 
Mrs. S. does not like it that she never can 
find hot water in the kitchen, and Sally 
Ann will boll eggs in the teakettle! Sho 
writes in disgust that two of her cooks 
left with no warning and one day, while 
dinner was burning up, Mellnda wa6 eff 
In her' own room rubbing a face-bleach on 
her skin and applying the new preparation 
for removing kinks from African locks! 

At last the climax is reached. Let me 
quote: "Po send me a white girl. I 'rn 
nearly distracted, and I 've a houseful of 
company. I take it all back— you are all 
martyrs since the war. How can you put 
up with their shiftless, lazy ways, when 
your mothers had such nobla faithful ser- 
vice? These young ones who are free arc 
too impudent and mean. If I could only 
get one of tho old mammies so many hrvo 
had around here for years! Hereafter I "ll 
call crcry Southern woman a missionary, 
for they seem to take it all patiently as a 
matter of course. This last piece I thought 
so good Is named Temperance, and sho 
takes two hours to eat her breakfast and 
two others to wash the china, and Insisted 
upon washing it with an old sock and dry- 
ing It on a piece of old skirt— notwithstand- 
ing an array of clean dlshtowels swinging 
over her head! "When I remonstrated sh; 
flounced out "of tho kitchen and ran out io 
the yard screaming, 'Wash 'em yourseff! 
I won't be nobody's nigger/ I found my 
rings behind her looking-glass, and now she 
sends me word she Is going to sue me for 
goodness knows what. These Negro ser- 
vants I find have it all their own wiy. 
After a while you Southern women must 
turn and send abroad for foreign he'p. o", 
best of all, do as we do in New England, 
train your daughters in tho healthful ath- 
letics of the kitchen and laundry so as to 
be independent of this colopcd new woman. 
I'd like that nice girl you told me of at 
the Wetmore Home, if you can s:lll get 
her." So endeth poor Mrs. S.'s lesson! 

The new Negroes are not all spoiled, 
thank heaven! There are some perfect 
cooks among them who aro so obliging and 
well trained that everyone wants them. 
The Government ought to pension a cook 
after a lifetime of faithful service to her 
country- She can discount all the chefs 
In the world in her fried chicken and b°at- 
en biscuit and gumbo. Such good cooks 
keep off indigestion, doctor's bills and 
make homes happy, and contribute a'm et 
as much to a family's Joy as a brand-row 
baby, and if they do give us moro frl-d 
dishes— no Southerner ever has dyspep- 
sia. 

I was so fortunato as to run across a 
typical old mammy tho other day right 
hero in New York. She wears a bandacna 
headdress and Is from Tennessoe. and evi- 
dently does not approve of the new order 
of things. Her first words were of interest. 
Sh< said: "How I likes do North?— hits a 
purty big city: tain't no place for nobody 
like vou and me what's been brought up 
to do nuffln! Pears ter me like hit a'nt 
nuffln but work, work, work, no luf— no 
fun-no Jesus Christ nor nuffln-I washes 
and irons ma flngor nails off, and when I 
goes ter sleep, dare seta de bundlo of 
washln'. a pile high up so on my chlst! 
Sence freedom broke out, leak at evorytln*; 
a-changlng-even de 'ooraens is a-trylng 
ter be big mens— I 'longs ter a club, and do 
'oomens Onk dey 's so big; 'Hl-yT doy say, 
to Gawd. 'Us kin mako a bettor ooman 
dan vo eber fought ob maken.' and-h«o- 
hec-bawd he answer ba?k. 'I nebber made 
no "ooman could be a flMt-rate mudder ob 
de fambly and do man ob de house some 
time ' I 'se been a watchln' dis freodom, 
an' hits a-needin' chalnln' up; dats what 
make I say what I does case I see do 
debbll he got holt ob one cend of freedom 
and do Lawd Ho got holt ob do udder. But 
de Lawd he'll sho' como out on top and 
dare won't be no moro tanglomcnt don. 

honey. Amen!" 

Where do they get all their philosophy 
from? So, then, my colored mummy has 
solved the problem— this hated trouble of 
securing willing help at the South. Why 
have we never thought that all our diffi- 
culties are duo to Satan's abuso of Free- 
dom, whlr-h he delights in making "break 
out" in so many distressing ways In order 
to blind men's eyes to its holler and In- 
evitable possibilities. Wc all know God's 
true Freedom will triumph for all man- 
kind In the end. We aro satisfied that 
oven now in this transition stage we should 
not have this difficulty in obtatning good 
service if the Negro race would heed and 
follow the teachings of tho noblo leader, 
Booker T. Washington, and othors. who 
would have them understand that working 
with their hands is nobly serving their 

Maker! 

This remarkable man is the result of 
pre-natal slavery training, and an earnest 
of what God intends for all tho Negro race 
who use Freedom aright. He appre- 
ciates, as few of them do, the value of 
tho South'e friendship. Perhaps ho ro- 
alizes that tho South has always loved 
his people In a way the North never will, 
and that it is not to tho interest of either 
tho emancipated master or slave to an- 
tagonize a true and tried friend? 

One must indeed bo a blind student of 
the development of the Afro-Amcrlcan 
who does not sec what marvellous ad- 
vancement numbers of the colored race 
ore making along many lines of learning. 
If tho franchise be taken away it will bo 
a great blessing In disguise, for It will result 
in tho whole race's speedily educating itself 
so as to vote intelligently and honestly. 
Sometimes I feel that if we wero to give 
the Negroes no further help financially It 
would only retard, not permanently chock, 
their untlmato education, for the Negro 
perhaps has now sufficient brains and forco 
within his own ranks to go on forever lift- 
ing up and educating his own kind. Bven 
In bondage with no learning tho raco 
showed evidence of having romarkablo tal- 
ents of music, oratory, ministry and story 
telling. No matter where Ws future is to 
He, ho should have an all-round mental, 
moral and physical education to prepare 
him for his great duties; if in this country 
to help him in solving tho problems which 
he, with tho South, now faces, and 
later tho North will face; if in Africa, to 
build up an African nationality thero and 
bocome one of tho world's great Pow- 
ers. 

An old nurse in Louisville- use to sing 
to us a beautiful cradle song which sho 
said the slaves sang to help bring on the 
Civil War. And they would sing persist- 
ently, in spite of the master's threats of 
"shutting up tho prayers' houses if they 
did not stop it." It is martial in tuno and 
spirit, and entitled, "Gawd bless dem Yan- 
kees; dey Ml set mo free," which seems, in 
the light of Cuba's emancipation and 
present crisis to breathe a deep spirit of 
prophecy. The second verso, "Gawd bless 
dem Yankees, wo lub 'em sweet," one may 
imagine was not sweet music to South- 
ern ears. 

How time has changed things, for sinco 
so many Southerners have como North to 
struggle for bread and butter, and the 
Northerners have lovingly held out their 
hands of help and fellowship, we, too, can 
sing with the old mammy, "Gawd bless 
dem Yankees, we lub 'em sweet." And if 
wo listen closely wo can hear dear old 
England and other countries calling "Gawd 
bless dem Yankees, wo lub 'cm sweet." This 
righteous Spanish war has left us no 
North and no South. Wo aro all Yankees 
together, for in each soldier's grave there 
lies tho "burled hatchet" of tho Blue and 
tho Gray! Our statue of Liberty will mean 
more and more, for Is not the day com- 
ing when the oppressed In all the world 
will join in the grand chorus, "God bless 
dem Yankees, dey '11 set me free," until tho 
very name of Yankee shall become a 
synonym for brotherly lovo, for universal 
fellowship, for the real freedom — tho truo 
liberty of Christ! 

Jeannette Robinson aIuuphx 


